CHAPTER VIII
THE  TEMPTATION  OF  ROBESPIERRE
WHAT is it in tho story of this man's soul that turns tho eye inward and forbids tho appreciation of realities ? It is as though in tho more writing of him some subtle sympathy proceeded from a spirit so long silent and drew ono into its own void and vagueness, where his ono stuff, his firm and isolated conviction, hung rare and alone.
Time and again it has scorned in tho nature of this book to call up the armies, or at least to fill its pages with tho creative noiso of Paris ; time and again tho persistent monotone that onspollod tho tribune of tho Jacobins has cut off as with a curtain tho outer sound of tho Kovolutiou from my mind, His innumerable chosen phrases, his roams of blue paper, close-written and erased, have been fine threads cramping my hand, and I havo lost'the description of an experiment so vast and terrible that a pon recording it should properly turn without effort to reproduce its majesty. But Robespierre preaching Robespierre, tho ono political right insisting for over on tho one political right, has cast over tho sublimo accidents of those four years a curious and unnatural hush, and has dominated all the colours with a screen of something colourless. So divers cannot hoar tho waves for tho singing in their ears.
Tho period of which I am about to treat in this chapter emphasises more than all that wont before it tht, strange contrast, between Robespierre's life within and the outer clamour that frames him. 1 am about to treat ofisis (Paris had lain awako to hear tho issue of tho struggle) that the Qirondo went to
